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oi PREFACE. | 
of hiſtory ; and crowded audiences have = 
thought it worthy of their attention. 
The ſubject, however proper for the 

Stage, was not free from difficulties. | 
The Author, as appears from his pro- 
| logue, knows the value of liberty, and, 
conſequently, could not withhold his 
applauſe from a people ſtruggling for 2 
free conſtitution: but delicacy required 
that even the appearance of any thing | 
that might be conſtrued into an infuk 
to a foreign country ſhould be avoided. 
To ſteer through thoſe oppoſite extremes 


out the piece; and when the pruning 
hand of authority proſcribed certain pa*- 
ſages, the Author ſubmitted chearfully, 
though in all probability more-was loft 
in {pizit, than gained in — by 
| ſuch corrections. 


The 
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SAF re 


PREFACE. vii 
The Editor will only add, that he 


hopes he need not apologize to the | 
Author for the liberty he takes in pre- 


ſenting to the Reader Scenes, which 
have been received with ſo much favour, 


and which probably will continue for 
ſome time in a courſe of reputation. 


PICCADILLY, 


Wer. 1 u 
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PROLOGUE 
ty he AUTHOR 
"Spoken by Mr. BANNISTER, Jun 


Tan aw we celebrate ren il 
Who liv'd—we know not where—nor what his name ; 
Bourbon, Vermandois, Monmouth, and Beaufort, 
All theſe are in the lift, and many more ; 


Mach paper, pens, and ink, are ſpent to ſean Þ 


This curious riddleg-pet no mortal can ; 

Perhaps becauſe that there was no ſuch man 

To fierce biographers we leave that ſitiſe, 

We anſwer only for bis mimic life: — 

What need we care whether be liv'd in fo, 

If he but live throughout our ſecond ad? 

Yet all will gueſs, and each is in the right, . 

Some make him prince, ſome peer,  fome brown» 
ſome white; 

Tho” few, I think, woy'd know him well at fight— 

No matter who he was—The Prolegue's Taft 

Is to put on, not to pull off, the m.. 

Then let his viſage, wrapt in iron caſe, 

As hard, as cold, s any critic's face, 3 

Here oft reviſit, clad in complete fleel, | 


To ſpur and whet our almoſt-bluated zeal, 

To guard the bleffings of our public weal : 

Wiſely to guard that health which wants no cure, 
* „Nor, fancied ills to ſhun, true woes caſure; 


* 


PROLOGUE. 


No need for ſtrong reſtoratives we feel, 
For cauſtic fire, 22 


Oh! blefed ide, ——_—— | 
To own the choiceſt gifts of bountcous Heaven ! 
Thou precious fone, ſet in the der fea, | 
Begizr with pleoty, peace, and liberty! _ 
Thou fortreſs made by Nature's magic wand 
To guard her children sia Infeftion's kand— | 
Oh! like the ſus, thy warmth and light diſpenſe = 
With undiminift's rays ard iafluence. 
Nations of freemen yet unborm hall own | 
Thee parent of their right Thou, who alone, 
By forms ſurrounded, f d on Albioa's rock, 
With pity from on high bebold'ft the ſhock 
Of jarring elememz—thyſelf at reſt, n 
Conſcious that thou, above all nations bleſt, 

| Art doubly ſaſe where LIBERTY IS LAW? 


= SH 
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a T FF > 
SCENE I. # Convent. 


Nuns, Nannette, e. 


3010 and CHORUS 


Join the chorus, raiſe the ſong, 


With one accord ſalute and hail 
The fair maid ; oh! may ſhe long 
Adorn our conyent's holy vet. 
B Hitches - * 
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Hither Carline haſte repair, 

Fly to the ſeat of tranquil joy, 
Haſte, the holy veil prepare, 
And heavenly ſcenes that never cloy. 


Join the chorus, &c. 


Hence ail mortal cares prophane, 
Unchaſte defires, and worldly love; 

Hence from Virtueꝰs facred reign 

Al love but that of Heav's above. 


Join the chorus, &c. 


* * my loving fa- 

Your joy on this acceſſion to our houſe 

Has prov'd your zeal fer the ſucceſs and bonour 

Oft our ſiſterhood. | 
| Tereſa. We but perform our duty when 

with joy 

We celebrate the entrance of a fair 

And pious Nun—But may I not enquire 

Who is this beauteous novice, and from 
* whence | | 

We boaſt this prize ? | A 
Abbeſs. A prize ſhe is indeed, 


Tho” her condition humble, tor that ſerves 
Only 
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I am a bad diflembler, and muſt own, 
My heart ſtill fickens at the fight of all 
I fee, and every hour ftill adds diſguſt. 

Abbeſs. Was it for this F condeſcended to 
A peaſant from a farmer's humble cottage, 
Who knew not her own parents ? 

Cary. Yes, I own, | 
That precious ſecret is withheld ; alas 
That myftery claims pity, not reproach. 
Tho” bred midſt rocks, obſcurity my nurſe, 
And my companions, fave old Maturin, 
But one, and he now loſt— 
Mbbeſs. By what miſchance ? 
Car. The worll, as "ras unknown; for 
What known il] | 
Con equal all that annicus fear invents— 
One mern the youth who ſhar'd my flender 
fortune, 
Old Maturin's brave fon, whom I, from uſe 
And long familiarity, call'd brother, 
(Tho' my affections glow'd with brighter 

flames,) 


Went to the daily chaſe——But, ob ! the 
night, 


The watchful night, nor all the tedious days, 
Have ſince reftor'd him. 


SONG. 
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$ ON G. (Carline.) 


And adieu to the ſound of thy rocks, 


Who in vain wy REC Op WE SS. 


| Forget my ford hopes and my lyve ? 
" Forget the dear cauſe of my pain? 
My firain ſhall invoke him wherever I rove, 


: not mend 

Your ſpirity, love ; a little privacy 
Baniſh, my dear, this melancholy mood. 

[ Enter a Nun and whiſpers Abbeſs. 

Car. Baniſh my grief by ſolitude, heigh bo! 
An excellent receipt for gaiety. 1 

The Commandant ! that muſt not 
be! oh! no! | 
Ot all men living, he is the laſt. to be 
 Adrnitted to the fight of my net charge. 
"were beſt for me not to be ſeen by him. 


Ab deed Melon, mg Cl, wit. 


.- 


* 
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Nannette, on no account permit Carline 

To fee the Commandant We muſt be 

| —— 

Nannette, you and Tereſa may attend 

Our refractory novice to her cloſet, 

And try the force of your perſuaſion ;— 
[Let Abbeſs and Nuns. 

To court afliiltion, penance,” and feign'd 


woe, | 
Solicit fighs till tears in earneſt flow. 
„ ˙ a: 
Carline, Tereſa, and Nannette. 
- Carl . 


Ahl who knows from this fad 


| Nannette. 
Ah! why call you this a prifon 
When you've fworn with zeal you burn ? 
Tereſa. 


From your promiſe and deciſion, © 
Carline, ſurely you'd not turn. 


priſon 


[Exeuns, 
SCENE 
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SCENE I. 


A Room in the Convent. 


Enter Commandant end Nannette. 


Naz. Sir, I tell you again and again, that 
my Lady Abbeſs is not at home. I wonder 
you will perſiſt in this manner. You will 
find nothing here but a houſe full of Nuns. 

Com. And is not that ſufficient, my pretty 
little turnkey ? 

Nan. Why you wou'd not, ſurely, force 
yourſelf into the Nuns” apartment ? 
Com. But indeed I wou'd ;—come, come, 
don't try to look ſo croſs; thoſe good-bu- 
mour d little eyes but ill become the office of 
Cerberus. Have not you the key, now, of 
that old Gothic door ? 

Nan. Lord, Sir ! what do you take me 
for ? 


Com. For a charming little angel, juſt go- 
ing to open the gates of Paradiſe, * 
Nan. 
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Nan. No ſuch angel, I aſſure you; if you 
wait till then you'll be heartily tired of Pur- 
gatory. 


Cam. But, Nannette, if I were to fink a 
little in my demands, and only requeſt to ſee 
one of the beauties in your Paradiſe, and that 
only a novice. 

Nan. Oh, Carline, the beautiful Carline, 
no doubt. Not for the world, Sir; never 
will ſhe come out of that _ more, 
believe me. 

Com. But that need not hinder me ſeeing 
her, if it were only thro? the grate—You 
know —— | 

Nan. On ng account—indeed I will not— 
the is not to be ſeen—I can't ſtay - have not 
the key. 

Cam. ( Henging bis purſe an the deer.) But 
ſuppoſe I ſhou'd bave it now, bey, Nannette ? 

Nan. Why thro* the grate, to be ſure; 
there's not much harm. | 
1 | 
Nan. (taking the pu?ſe) Well, for once 
You'll promiſe ſecreſy Only thro? the grate. 
-u watch without; this will open the firſt 
9 the grate. 

Commandant 
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Car. Who's there? What means this bold 
intruſion ? 

Com. Thy flave, fair angel; thy deli- 
verer. 

Car. Deliverer ! Alas, all hopes of my de- 
liverance are Vain- | 

Cam. Tis not in nature to confine thee 


thus. No roſe c'er ſhed its fragrance in the 
deſert, no pearl its luſtre in the fea, no dia- 

Car. O Sir ! this is fine language—Roſes 
in deſerts, pearls in the fea, and diamonds in 
caverns—fine fimiles, but not quite new. 
Now, if a Commandant of tie caſtle ſhou'd 
be the inftrument of Liberty, that wou'd be 
new indeed. 

Com. My like is at your command. PU le 
it or releaſe you, if you will deign to accept 
my ſervices. 

Car. On condition that you build no far- 
hy HY n 
fear they will be very ineffectual. 

Com. Had you but ſome diſguiſe— 
Car. 
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Car. 1 fill have luckily retain' the dreſs 
with which I us'd to join my brother's chaſe, 
clad like himſelf. : 


window of your cell ; 
ſweet Angel 


Car. Away! away | 


SCENE 
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SCENE II. As 4pariment in the Caftle. * 


Enter Turnkey and Thomas. 


Turn. Well, Thomas, is every thing pre- 
par d? are all the dainty diſhes ſerved ? and 
vines of the beſt qualities, to ſuit the palate 
of our noble pris'ner ? | 

The. Alas! all this is to little purpoſe ; he 
has no ſtomach for any of theſe delicacies — 
you may change them every day if you pleaſe, 
as often as he changes his fine linen and laced 
ruffl s, but you'll never hit his taſte. 


Turn. F maſk he wears is no in- 
cumbrance to him at his meals ?. 

The. No, no; that is no impediment to 
his eating, unleſs, poor man, he takes it fo 
 grievouſly to heart, that he loaths his food. 

Turn. 
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Turn. He muſt ſurely be a perſon of great 
conſequence—— the Commandant never fits 
down in his preſence. But it is not ſaſe for 
us to be too inquiſitive; I can't, however, 
help obſerving, that in ſpite of all the reſpect 
with which he is treated, fometbing hangs 
upon his mind that makes him more and more 
melancholy every day. 

The. Tho' I have been long accuſtomed to 
diſmal ſcenes in this place, my heart aches 
whenever I fee him. 

Turn. It is time for me to attend the Com- 


Mat. Was not the meaſure full ? robb'd 

of my rights, 

Secreted in my childhood, and debas'd ; 

My very name denied me; and all means 

Of proving my fair lineage rendered vain; 

Nay more, not only am I hee confin'd, 

But in this curs'd diſguiſe ; and worſt of ills, 

Here I'm for ever barr'd the fight of all I 
love. . 


Enter 
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Enter Commandant. 
Cam. Sir, I attend your pleaſure, and en- 
treat 
Your orders to provide for every thing 
Your taſte or fancy can ſuggeſt. 
Maſt. At your hands, Sir, I may accept 
Theſe marks of kindneſs and reſpect, but not 
As an atonement for theſe vile injuries. 
Com. Name but your wants; whatever 
luxuries 
This town affords are your's. 


well 

Exchang'd for one grain of that luxury, 
Without which all the reſt ſoon nauſeate, 
Sweet liberty, the firſt, beſt right of man. 

Cam. Wou'd it were in my power — but, 
Sir, my life's 
Reſponſible if you are known. Therefore, 
Pardon the caution which I uſe per force. 
Thus, with your leave, farewel. 


Maſt. His life reſponſible if I'm 
ed! Ha!? 
' My own, then, ſurely 
ſpe; 


[ Exit. 
diſcover - 


more ſo— This re- 


My 
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My ſplendid entertainment in this priſon ; 

W-omen'd favours ! be they what they may, 

IU riſque the attempt. Thus I'll infcribe 

my name, 

And thus to fortune truſt it. 

[Writes his name on the plate, and throws 
it out of the windet. 


14 


AIX. 


There my laſt die is thrown: 
Now all my hopes are flown; 
There hangs my fate. 
The drowning wretch thus clings to every reed, 
And from his ſuff rings by death alone is freed> 
| [Exizr. 


SCENE 


SCENE IV. View of the Cafti- 


Enter Jonas in bis Boat. 


SONG. (Jens) 


Oh dear 1 Oh dear, no hopes for Jonas. 
Alas! thou fight in vain, poor Jonas. 
hard heart doch Jones hate. 
Ah! thank thyſelf for tby face ; 
Ah! curſe on thy logger pate. 
Was ever fach a wreiched danger 
With 10d and line o wait and wait ; 
Ak! Nanette never will be thy mate— 
No, the's too cunning ts bite at thy bait. 
Ive learnt to ſpear or tickle a trout ; 

But alas! in love Tm but a lout, 

An oyſter, crofs'd in love, may de 


Ak? 
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Ab! 'tis all in vaio, I fe; 
Ah! Nannette is not for me. 
Cou d I but catch her in my net, 

I's teach the haughty Mi Nannette 
No more to call me thou Booby ; 
Ah! Jonas, Jonas, ſhe lauge at thee, 
"Cauſe Jonas can't ſay his ABC. 


Jonas. Here have I, man and boy, theſe 
fifteen years been fiſherman; and my beſt 
cuſtomers —theſe Nuns—a pretty little fry ; 
heigh ho !—cou'd I but catch my Nannette 
thus (throwing bis net.) Oh la! whata fine 
laſs our Abbeſs has hock d; I faw her thro” 
the window, peering round to find a hole to 
creep out, like the cels in my well boat. — 
Odds fiſh, what's here ?—it ſhines like a dead 


mackarel. A filver plate, this will be a nice 
preſent for Nannette—Slife, I'd better not 
| touch it; tis ſome bait to catch poor folks, 
and clap em up in this old dungeon. 


Turn. A kilver plate — where did you find 
this, Sir? , 


Janas. 


Sr. MARGUERITE 27 


Fonas. Here it lay in the ditch, as flat as a 
flounder, gliſtening all one as a dead roach in 
the ſun. 

Turn. My friend, you'll ſoon be dead as 
any roach, but not in the fun, for you muſt 


be my gueſt, and our black hole is not trou- 
bled much with the fun: come along, you 


thief, Holoa ! 


010 and nens. Jonas and Soldiers, 


What do you do here? 


Come, come, come away. 
Hear poor Jonas, hear. | 1 
Hear me, Sirs, I pray. 


i8 Tun ISLAND vr 
- Comm. What's all this noiſe and riot ? 
Turn. A thief! that's all, Sir, not worth 


hanging, of ſuch little — thers alt 

Grp. Give & on me.—Dy levees the very 
plate he is ferv'd upon—And here is his name 
inſerib d. Ruin, Fm Joſt! [CH. Lead 
him to inſtant death ut firſt apply your 
ſharpeſt tortures to produce conſeſſion— The 
queſtion, ordinary and extraordinary. But 
ſtay—a word with him myſelf.— Come hi- 
ther. Has no one ſeen this plate but you ? 
Jun. No, your honour. 

Com. Know you this writing ? 

Jonas. Writing? Sink or ſwim, not I—l 
never learnt to read and write, | 

Com. So you cannot read? 1 

Tarn. Read! Fan this is the queſtion 
extraordinary indeed. [ Aſide. ] 

Jet. Sure your honour won't hang a man 
till he is dead, dead as a herring, cauſe he 
can't read, 


REF 818 
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Com. No, that is the thing that faves 
"you 1 „ 
You may releaſe bim, and yourſelves be- 


| 

Turn. Well, here is a man excus'd cauſe 
he can't read—Now in Eaglend a man is 
hanged for the fame reaſon I thought a man 
was not entitled to his benefit of clergy un- 
leſs he cou'd read. 

' Tones. Why, friend Turnkey, who wou'd 
have thought that you were ſuch a clerk ? 


lach a lamination of the law? why you're as 


full of Jight as dhe electrical ect—But I be- 
lieve your light chiefly _ I 
the law. 

Turn. Well, while I live, —_— 
catch me reading. 

[ Exennt Turnkey and Soldiers. 

Com. Now you are in ſafety, tell us where 
you found this plate, my man.— _. 

Jenas. Right under that ſmall grate, fo 
high in that round tower; I was beneath 
ſearching for eels as uſual in the ditch, 

Com. Your bulincls then makes you 8 ac- 
quainted with theſe premiſes? ?; 

Fenas. Aye, many a year. 

Com. And the old convent. 


Jenas. 
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Tanas. Aye, aye, every hole and corner— 


But juſt now, thro” an old caſement, I ſpied 


ſuch a Nun, *twou'd move the pity of a ſhark 
At firſt I thought her as merry as a grig— 
ſhe ran round and round like carp in a ftew 
pond—then flounce ſhe Sapp's down as dull 
as a flock fiſh. 


Jonas. There, that's it !—but if ſhe ſees 
you, ſhe'll] gart away like a pike. 


Cam. Lucky accident! come with me for 
7 is ſhe 2 F 
tiful ? 


Fonas. The prettieſt creature you ever 


| faw ; I doubt whether ſhe mayn't rival Nan- 


ATR. (Jonas) 


What a flir, not « wrinkle, 

Oh how her eyes twinkle, 
Ods fiſh, I believe ſhe's as pretty 2s Nan; 
On did you but view her, 

(I with that you knew her) 
You'd cry how I pity the poor filkerman. 


Her 
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Her eyes darted thro' me ; 
This Nun will undo me ; 
Yet how can I ever forget my Nannette; 
No! nor the Nun neither 
So een give me either, 
Ah! Jenas, "ris all fiſh that comes to thy net. 
[Exeunt. 


Curline at the Windew in Boy's Cloaths. 


Car. Yes, I'll accept his offer to eſcape : 
for that implies no more—Impriſon'd thus, 
why ſhou'd I hefitate to uſe ſuch means as 
providence has furniſh'd ?—Hark | he comes 


Just. There, the window is open, Sir. 
Com. Now for the ladder. 
Jonas. Now then for Nannette. 

_ and Jonas 


SONG. 
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SONG. (Jonas. 


Here we go up—we go—Tell de roll le radi; 
Here we go up- ve go—tell de roll roll. 


[Commandant gets in at the window, pulls the 
ladifer in after bim.} 

* Jonas. How! left in the lurch? Caught in 
my own net? well, a very gudgeon, faith! 
— The next time I embark in the fame 
boat with a Commandant, may I be gorged 
with my own tackle—T'll flick in his gills. 

[ Exit into bis beat. 


SCENE 


—O© <a . Zu DD 


And conſcious innocence ſhall be my ſhield. 
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SCENE V. Cinvent. 


Enter Carline. 


Car. Why ſhou'd. 1 dread the ſtings 
calumny ? | 
No! to regain my natural rights I fly. 


SONG. (Carline.) 


Oh! joyous dey, oh! happy hour! 
Oh! Fortune, now I own thy power ; 
And fly thy fummons to obey : 

No more we dread the convent's doom, 
The fatal veil, the cloyſter's gloom. 


Enter 
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| Enter Commandant. 
Com. My charmer drefs'd and ready for a 
fight ? 
Car. Yes; ready for a Sight—(or two per- 
haps)—for I ſhall fly as faſt from you when 
once I am out of this priſon. [ Mode. ] 


Com. Leave that to me; I can provide a 
place in the caftle where none can trace your 
ſteps. 

Car. Nor I retrace my own perhaps. 
[ Afide.} Is there no other way? 

Cam. No, none, my angel; for I am con- 
fin'd to conſtant reſidence to guard the Iron 
Car. I hear ſo much of this Iron Maſk, 1 
muſt learn who it is. 
= Com. We loſe our time. 

Car. Sir, you loſe yours in trying to per- 
ſuade me; not a ſtep will I ſtir till you tell 
= | 

Cam. Well, well—'tis a youth kept in an 
iron maſk. Sure you cannot care about a 
ſtranger — from, the Lord knows where— 
Auvergne, I think. 

Car. 


anden ©; 


Car. Auvergne! Oh Heavens! that name 
done ſuffices to endear the Maſk r 
I muſt behold him. | 


Com. My life depnds ob fetrefy.. 2 
Car. My ſtirring henee depends upon your 
promiſe. 3 
D UE T. (Commandant . 


0 
My love, ſrom bar to hour, 
Why will you thus delay ? 
My love, my Carline, why will you thus delay ? 

Corkize. >, 

Oh! were it in- my power, 

I ſhou'd be ſoon away. 


3 
Both love and time now favour. 
Car. 
Com. , 
Then you'll no longer waver? | 
| Why thou'd 1? Oh, what pleature! 
> 4 5 | —_ 
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Com. You come then ? 

Com. You will not fail then? 

Cary. No, I will not fail. 

Cem. Come, then. 

Car. No. 

Cam. No? 

Cary. Ye, &c. 

| Com. 

- What joy! ob, what delight, ob! 
Oh ! what true joy I prove. 

| Car. (. 

Excuſe a little falſehood, you 

Who know the tricks of love. 


122 
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A CT . 


SCENE I. A Chamber in the Convent.s 
Enter Abbeſs and Nannette. 


Abbe. 


Wer, Nannette, have you tried the 
means I have thought of? Your ſwain, the 
fiſherman, fees all that paſſes near the caſtle. 

Nan. This morning Jonas tapped againſt 
the caſement, fo I peep'd out in hopes of 
baving a little converſation with him about 
_ this Iron Maſk. 


SONG. 
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S ON G. (Nannette.) 


Were ſtood Jonas at the window 
All in tears, begging, fighing, and ſobbing, oh; 
| So, fays I, who's that below ? 

Pray what do you want, good Fiſherman ?—— 
Dear Mrs. Nannette, indeed 'tis no fin, 
Open the window, love, let poor Jonas in 
No, Maſter Jonas, no—ao, Maſter Jonas, no ; 
No, Fiſherman. | 


Well, quoth Jonas, then I vow, 
(Marching off pouting, al! in a buff you know) 
Then tis time to make my bow 
The ſooner the better, good Fiſherman —— 
Yet, Mrs. Nannette, one word ere you leave me; 
Won't you ſtop? well, to-morrow I hope you'll 


receive me 
au cows ile Jioks 66, 
No, Fiſherman. 


Mbbeſs. So you learnt nothing from Jonas 

—then I'll employ Carline to worm this 

| ſecret out of the Commandant, for I would 

ſooner allow him to ſee her, then remain in 
__ 


* 
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ignorance Ii I live I will get to the bottom 
of it. Have 22 Carline to her 


cloſet? 
N. , that I have, 238 
the key. 


Enter Tereſa. 


 Tirgſa. Oh, Madam, | bring the ſaddeſt 
news 

Abbeſs. What, child? 

Tereſa. Oh horrible, impious facrilege ; 
oh, treacherous, profligate wretch ! 

Abbeſs. Who? what? when? where? 
Tereſa. Carline, Madam—Cwline is gone, 
eſcap'd, run away ! 
Abbeſs. Mercy on me! Carline eſcap'd !— 
tell me quick, what have you learnt of her | 
flight ? 
. Tereſa. Only that it was out of the win- 
dow into the caſtle ditch ; but whether with 
the Commandant or the Fiſherman, or how ; 
whether ſhe flew or ran, or fail'd or ſwam, 


I can't tell. _ 
D 3 Abbeſi. 


Tan ISLAND ory 
Adbeſs. Come, children, let us purſue her 


without delay—we'll find her, if on earth 
the caſtle ſhall not protect her. 
| | [E. 
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SCENE I 


Ai of the Caftle. 
Exter Commandant and Cartine. 


Cam. I've kept my word. See there, he 
Cav. Oh, what a noble form! fare that 
Copceals a countenance that ond befpeak 
High blek.—Feer wed! Heven roll bis 
fout! 
Cam. "Tis the firſt reſt that I've been wid- 
neſs to 
Since his confinement. 
_ Civ. Ob! what a heart have you 
To hold ſuch an em loyment. 
Cam. But fee, he wakes! away! [Exenar. 
- Aſt. Oh, that theſe eyes bad been for 
ever d 


SONG. 
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s © N G. (Maſk.) 


From diſmal dreams 1 wake to woe; 
Searce doth my fight return, when lo ! 
Where'er mine anguiſh'd eye balls roll 
In vifion's horror haunts my foul. 

And now—ah me l acroſe the gloom 
A beam of light angelic ſhone ; 

A lovely ray ; alas, tis gone? © - 

Thus hope, fweet hope the prifon's doom 

Delights to cheer ; and fancy fair- | 

Een here, een here, forbids deſpair. 

"bs this my regal chair—my throne ? 
This dungeon all the vaſt domain 
Oer which one dy Thop'd to reign? ? 

Ver kope, ſweet hope, cach-wreich's groan 

Delights to cheer, and vital air, 

Een hece, een here, 'forbite'deſpair. * * 


In this dread filent ſolitude I ſoon 


Shou's loſe all memocy of this u and fik-. 
In apatby ; but for thoſe charms, that-grace,.- 
Whoſe inexhauſtible variety 


Is food for endleſt contemplation. >. 


Enter 


Sr. MARGUERTTE 33 


— 


r. 


N Commemplation? ren. 

can't want that here. Fm onder'sd ts prepare 
whatever your honour wank; and if "us 
contemplation, I think 1 have in my own 
patronage as much to grant by victus of this 
key, as your honour can with for. 

Aas. My friend, you firangely miſconceive 
Or elſe, 21223 
You are pleas d to jeſt. 

Turn. inne 
means to judge of your pleaſantry, and return 
the compliment - but cou'd I fee the eſſect, I 
dune be ſworn the muſcles of your face will 
change, when you hear what = rare damſel 
von are about ts fee ; the has ſo wheedled our 
Commandant, that he has conſented to let her 
ſee your honour's maſk—but that it may'nt 
be faid that petticoats ars ſeen in the caſtle, 
he has dreſs d her up like a young huntſman. 
Pray don't ſmoke the boy. 

Afaft. You Gy ſhe is young and fair. 
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Turn. Aye, ford for contemplation——I'l 
ſend her (nt )J—but I fear theſe ſhouts will 
interrupt your private meditations. 


[Exit. 
At peril of his hie and why this girl 
Shou'd be fo urgent to obtain this leave. 
Oh, my Carliaz? cou'd I fee thee in lieu of 
her | 
But Oh ! to ſee thee thus—then to diſcloſe 
Myſelf, wou'd forfeit thy dear. life—Hark! - 
bark! 
She comes. 
[Carline exters, aut poſſe over the fage, 
broking with curicfty and fear at the 
Maſk. | 


Afaft. Oh Heavens ! Oh Heavens ! what 
| viſion mocks my fight | 
"Tis gone ! Oh, eruel dreamy thus to delude 
CI 


| Re-enter Carlin - 


Wen 
Car. Oh fear not, dana. xc 


Pam but a ſtripling, a poor helpleſs boy, 
Without 
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Without the power or wiſh to do you harm. 


Ae ( Afde. ) If 1 refrain, my heart will 
burſt, and if I ſpeak, tis death. 
Car. Why turn you from me, Sir? 
Oh! let not ſhame cauſe fileace; let the 
ſhame * 
Fall on their beads who cou d invent, or have 
The heart to uk: ſuch fiudied cruelty. OY 
Maſt. ( Afpde.) Her gentle nature could not 
ſtand the ſhock. 
Car. Nay, then, perhaps 1 treſpaſs—1'N | 
retire. [. 


A. Oh, ftay, nr 
brother's voicet _ 


Car. My brother ! Ha! 
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2 dan 
Com. How ! — 
tranſports too 
All hopes of ter ana pee 


[Enter Officer Law 
Seize and confine them is their 


And for that other find the 


- 
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"Bring forth the cage of j for the Maſk; 
— 


